SAFE CUSTODY
For a, moment I fumbled for the latch . . . And
then I was in and had my back to the oak.
"Olivia/' I cried.
I heard a sigh of relief,
" Are you all right, Olivia ? "
" Yes, I'm all right. I	I might have cost you
your life."
" Where are you ? " I used my torch. " Take this,
my dear, and light me. We haven't a second to lose.
I'm going to get one of these tables against the door."
As she took the torch—
" You'll never be able," cried Olivia. " I tried to
move one of the benches, but I couldn't get it along."
She was right. When I sought to move a table it
might have been clamped to the floor.
Frantically I stooped to a bench, and, as I picked
it up, the light of the torch went out.
Before I had time to exclaim, Olivia had gripped my
wrist, and I knew she had perceived some danger
of which I was not aware.
I afterwards learned that she heard the clack of
the latch, which, because they still were singing, my
ears had missed, but, as I stood there, still as death,
with her fingers about my wrist and the heavy bench
in my hands, the door of the room was shut.
The shock of that sound will stay with me so long
as I live. That the door of the room had been opened
had never entered my head. I supposed she had heard
some sound in the passage without. I was ready for
the door to be opened, but not for it to be shut. The
peril I had thought was approaching had passed me
before I knew.
There was nothing to be done but staad still and
Aake no sound. I could not draw my pistol because
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